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SILENT GUNS* 



By John Osgood 

JVerf Hunf, mast famed gunfighter in all 
the West, had vowed never to use hi* guns 
again when he rame buck to hi* home in 
Mesa Valley. Bui gambler Jed Hmrkins and 
his evil gang headed by notorious Blaise 
Hiker, teere terrorising the countryside so 
/Vprf strapped on his holsters once more to 
battle for the rights of the good people of 
Mesa Valley. 

CO NCLl' 5101V 

A GENTLE southerly breeze eddied the 
dust in small whorls along Mesa Val- 
ley's long main street, entirely empty now 
except for a single lanky figure that came 
steadily but unhurriedly up it. Ned Hunt's 
bolstered blue-steel revolvers swung rhyth- 
mically at his sides. His hand swung 
loosely, too, relaxed, at ease. The entire 
tall frame of the man was relaxed, yet his 
body gave off the impression somehow of 
being full of soft coiled springs. 

The Black Pinto saloon came intc view 
about fifty feet away as Ned Hunt turned 
a bend in the street and continued toward 
it with the same unhurried stride. Then a 
rustle and a Cry at the entrance to the 
saloon announced to Ned that he had been 
spotted, but he did not break his stride or 
change his pace. He became aware of eyes 
watching him from store and house win- 
dows along the street, and the trace of a 
grim smile curved his straight lips. A lot 
of plain, honest folk in Mesa Valley were 
banking on him, praying ( for him. that day. 
The tall gunfighter hoped he wouldn't let 
them down. 

Inside the Black Pinto, Jed Hawkins, a, 
large florid-faced man. flashily . dressed, 
frowned at a subordinate at the door who 
had a bead with a six-gun on the lone, ap- 
proaching figure outside. "Don't shoot him 
yet," Hawkins barked out. "Let's see what 
his game is." 

Almost at the entrance to the saloon, 
Ned Hunt caught the last words of the 
gang chieftain and his eyes gleamed. He 
had banked on this unorthodox maneuver 
to get him inside the saloon unscathed. 
After that — well, after that anything could 
happen. He mounted the wooden porch, 
pushed open the swinging saloon doors, 
and stepped inside to find himself facing 
a strange tableau. Not a man in the saloon 
moved, or appeared to breathe. All eyes in 
the place were directed at him. Several 
fn»n had guns out and were watching him 




menacingly. At a table before him sat Jed 
Hawkins surrounded by a few of his small- 
er fry. Hawkins was playing with his heavy 
gold watch chain with one hand. In his 
other he held a beer glass suspended over 
the table. 

"What's on your mind. Hunt? Talk fast 
and make it convincing if you want to go 
on living." 

"I've come for you. Hawkins," Ned Hunt 
said' in a voice that was deceptively gentle. 
"Come to take you to the courthouse to 
stand trial for leading a cattle rustling 
gang, among other things." 

"What?" Jed Hawkins' laugh boomed 
out but it ended too soon to be genuine. 
"You fool! There are six men scattered 
over this saloon with a bead on your heart. 
When I put this glass down on the table — " 
he indicated the beer glass in his hand — 
"that's the signal for them to shoot. Now 
quick, you got anything else you want to 
say — like maybe you want to work for me — 
before I put this glass down?" 

As Hawkins was speaking, the lean gun- 
fighter edged by imperceptible degrees 
away from the doorway so that now his 
slender frame was partly merged in the 
stained wood background of the wall be- 
hind him instead of being sharply etched 
against the light from outside. And at the 
same/ time as he did this his grey eyes 
noted and memorized the positions of each 
of the six men that Hawkins had mention- 
ed. One was at the bar. three others on 
the balcony, and the other two to his right, 
half hidden behind pillars. All had guns 
pointed at him. 

"I said I've come to take you to' the 
courthouse. Hawkins." Ned Hunt repeat- 
ed, as the soft coiled springs within him 
tightened until their release was on hair 
triggers. "That's all I've got to say." A 
gasp at this incredible, foolhardy daring 
rose from the bystanders at the bar and 
tables. Jed Hawkins gave vent to an angry 
oath, and started to set his glass down 
hard. As he did so. several things happen- 



■7ROM six different places in the saloon. 

shots rang out and lead pellets sang 
at the spot where Ned Hunt had been a 
moment before. As Hawkins' glass had 
moved, so had the lanky gunfighter. and 
aided by the shadowy background which 
blurred his outline, Ned Hunt had dived 
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for the shelter of the end of the bar a few 
feet from where he .had been standing. 
Even as he dove forward, his guns sprang 
into Ned Hunt's fists, and as he stood up- 
right now without halting his movements, 
he came up half protected by the heavy 
bar. in a slight crouch. 1 

He didn't aim and he didn't fire at the 
killers scattered throughout the saloon. He 
shot quickly, briefly, from memory, at the 
places where they stood.' or had stood a 
second before. In this he was aided by 
his remarkable grey eyes which at a glance 
took in a scene in dr'^iil so that it remained 
vivid and live in his mind so long as he 
should wish it. This faculty of visual mem- 
ory was rare. Ned Hunt never had greater 
occasion to bless his possession of the gift 



|^OUR men fell, mortally wounded, at 
his first volley. Of the others, one re- 
mained unhurt by the chance, lucky for 
him, that he had dodged sideways after 
shooting. This man was on the balcony. 
The last of the six had been winged in 
the arm and had shifted his gun and was 
bringing it again to bear on the tali, slender 
figure behind the bar when the blue-steel 
revolver in Ned Hunt's right hand barked 
sharply again and the already wounded 
gunman fell groaning to the floor. 

This was apparently too much for the 
last of Hawkins' hoodlums, who had been 
stationed on the balcony. He appeared from 
behind an overturned table with his hands 
high, his gun tossed aside. 

"I've had enough. Hunt," said this 
worthy, trembling. 

"Stand over here with your face to the 
wall and keep your hands up," Ned ordered 
him, and then as the one survivor hastened 
to obey, the slender gurifighter turned his 
attention to the portly figure of Jed Haw- 
kins who sat, all the color drained out of 
his face, as if he had just witnessed a 
ghostly manifestation, horrible for him. 

"Come on, Hawkins," said Ned Hunt in 
the same even voice he had used before the 
fracas started. "We're going to the court- 
house." 

"Listen, Hunt," the words bubbled from 
Hawkins' Meshy lips, horrid in their crawl- 
ing abjectivity. "I'll give you anything. 
You and me together. Ten thousands dol- 
lars in gold. Right now. In my office. Or 
just let me get away. Just give me a chance. 
Anything. Just say what you want," 

Ned Hunt had witnessed many a repul- 
sive spectacle in his years of wandering 
and had become hardened to how low a 
man could sink, but despite that a grimace 
passed oyer his handsome countenance at 



the sight of Hawkins virtually grovelling 
for his life. * 6 

"Come on." he started to repeat grimly 
when, at that moment, the doors of the 
saloon flew open and in came Blaise Riker, 
apparently unprepared for the sight that 
greeted him. for his guns were still hol- 
stered and a look of' amazement spread 
slowly over his dark, moustached face as he 
stared at Hawkins and Ned. Hawkins greet- 
ed his first lieutenant with a start of joy, 
"Shoot him down, Blaise," he cried. "Fast!" 
Ned Hunt turned with a faint, cold smile. 
Of all the men of Hawkins' gang he detest- 
ed the bullying, cruel Riker most. "He- 
He's got me covered. Jed," muttered Blaise 
Riker. "I wouldn't have a chance." 

"That all that's bothering you. Rike'T" 
inquired Ned coldly. He holstered his guns 
and dropped his hands. "Yesterday you 
'offered to fight me, when I wasn't wear- 
ing guns. You said you wanted to find out 
if Ned Hunt had turned coward. Well, 
here's your chance to find it out." 

With a gutteral, triumphant cry of "You 
Fool!" Blaise Riker yanked on his gun 
and threw himself sideways at the same 
time. No eye could follow the movement 
of Ned Hunt's hand at that moment as he 
drew his gun and fired it from the hip. 
Yet when Blaise Riker struck the floor for 
which he plunged he was already dead. 

ffOURS later. Sam Raff and his boyhood 

friend rode slowly past a bed of chip- 
arral on their way up to Sam's ranch. Th* 
sun was setting and nature was quiet. "I'm 
glad we decided to turn Hawkins over to 
the U. S. Marshal's office, Ned," the ranch- 
er said. "He'll spend his life at hard labor 
if they don't execute him for -his crimes.** 
Ned Hunt was silent. He was thinking 
that he had been both wrong and right a 
while back. He had been wrong to hang 
up his guns. For while men like Hawkins 
used guns to enforce their chicanery and 
thievery, the plain people needed men 
around who could use guns, too; but who 
would use them for, n»t against the people. 
But he had been right about coming back 
to Mesa Valley. 
"I'm still ypur foreman, aren't I, Sam?" 
"Foreman, I should say not. You and I 
are running that ranch together from now 
on. Ned! You've earned a partnership." 

His tall, lean friend grinned at the honest 
rancher's exuberance He hadn't felt it 
yesterday, probably because things had 
been so unsettled then, but now with a 
peaceful, friendly future before him. the 
bronzed horseman knew what was making 
him feel so good, 
Ned Hunt had come home. 

THE END 
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YOUR BIKE IS "BLOOD- < 
BROTHER" TO THE 
MODERN AIRPLANE .' 
THE HOLLOW TUBINS 
WHICH GIVES STRENGTH 
AND LIGHTNESS IN 
PLANE DESIGN WAS 
FIRST DEVELOPED 
FOR BICYCLES. AND 
-REMEMBER - THE 

w right brothers were 

BICYCLE BUILDERS 
BEFORE THEY BUILT 
THEIR FIRST "FLYING 
MACHINE .' " 





THE BICYCLE OF TODAY, WITH TWO WHEELS OF EQUAL 
SIZE, WAS A GREAT INNOVATION WHEN INVENTED. IT 
WAS CALLED A "SAFETY' BICYCLE BECAUSE IT DIP 
AWAY WITH THE DANGER OF FALLING OVER THE 
HIGH FRONT, WHEEL OF THE "ORDINARY" BIKE . 



,.,ILKY WHITE LIQUID, DRAWN FROM TROPICAL TREES, 
IS THE RAW MATERIAL FROM WHICH YOUR GILLETTE 
BIKE TIRES ARE MADE. AIR-FILLED TIRES WERE IN- 
VENTED IN l&BO FOR BICYCLES. TODAY'S HUSKY, LONG- 
WEARING GILLETTE BIKE TIRES ASSURE SAFE, HAPPY RIDING. 




AS MORE AND MORE PEOPLE COMBINE GOOD HEALTH AND GOOD 
FUN IN BICYCLE TOURING-, AMERICAN YOUTH HOSTELS HAVE BEEN 
ORGANIZED TO PROVIDE CLEAN, COMFORTABLE LODGING 
FOR BIKE FANS FROM^OAST TO COAST. 
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fact DIGEST Daisy ever offered— entirely brand new 
and different from Edition No. 1 — the new and better 
Handbook No. 2 with Daisy's latest, greatest Air 
Rifle Catalog bound inside it! Shows newest Daisy 
Air Rifles, Target. Handbook No. 2 is handy pocket size. 
Thick, 128 pages! Complete comic strips starring 
Robotman, Captain Marvel, Red Ryder, Inventor 
Diesel. Boy Commandos, Ibis & King of Darkness, 
Two Gun Percy, Genius Leonardo Da Vinci, etc. 
ALSO: Camping Tips, Fishing Lore, Marksmanship 
Manual, How To Be A Cowboy, Jokes, Quizzes, How 
To Read Cow Brands, Wood Carving, many others! 
Limited supply. Mail coupon with thin dime (10c 
in coin) plus unused 3c stamp — we'll rush your copy 
postpaid! Do it now — this very minute- send coupon! 
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